I 

I 


TheTragedh cf 

Yorke Well,beare you wel in this new fpringof time, 
Left you be cropt before you come to prime , 

What newes from Oxford, do thefe iufts & triumphs hold? 
Aum. For aught I know (ray Lord) they do. 

Yorks you will be there I know. 

At m. If God preuent not. I purpofe fo. 

Yorks What fcale is that that hangs without thy bofome! 
yea. lookft thou pale? let me fee the writing, 

Atm . My Lord, tis nothing. 

Yorks No matter then who fee it, 

I will be fatisfied, let me fee the writing. 

Aum. I do befeech your grace to pardon me; 

It is a matter of fmall confcquence. 

Which for fome rcafonsl would not haue fecne. 

Yorke Which for fome rea Cons Hr I meanc to fee. 

I feare I feare. 

Du. What Ihould you feare? 

Tis nothing but fome band that he is entred into 
For gay apparcll gainft the triumph day. 

Yorke Bound to himfclfe ; what doth he with a bond 
That he is bound to. Wife, thou art a foole: 

Boy. let roe fee the writing. 

Aum. I do bcfeech you pardon me, I may notfhew it. 
Yorke I will be fatisfied. let me fee it 1 fay: 

H e pluckes it out of his bof me and reader it : 

Yorks Treafon,foule treafon, villaine.traitor.flauc* 

Du. What is the matter my lord ? 

Yorks Ho, who is within there? faddle my horfe, 

God lor his mercy ! what treachery is here? 

Du. Why what is it my Lord? 

Yorke Giue me my bootes I fay. faddle my horfe, 

Now by mine honour, by my life, by my troth 
I will appeach the villaine. 

Du. What is the matter? 

Yorke Peace foolifh woman. 

Du. I wil not peace, what is the matter Aumerle? 

Au. Good mother be content, it is no more 
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King Richard the feewd' 

Then my poore life muft aafwere, 

Du. Thy life anfwere? „ 

. nor. Bring me my bootes, I will vntothclung. _ 

Htf man enter s*t)ith his bootes. 

Du. Strike him Aumerle, poore boy thou art atnazd. 

Hence vilaine neuer more come in my fight. 

Yor. Giue me my bootes I fay. 

Du. Why Yorke what wilt thou doe? 

Wilt thou not hide the trefpafle of thine owne? 

Haue we more fons? or are we like to haue? 

Is not my teemingdate drunke vp with time? 

And wilt thou plucke my faire fonne from minc^ge? 

And rob me of a happie mothers name. 

Is he not like the? is he notthine owne? 

Yor. Thou fond mad woman, 

; ilt thou conceale this darke confpiracie ? 

. . doozen of them here haue tane the facrament. 

And interchaungeably fet downe there hands. 

To kill the king at Oxford. ; 

Du. He fhal be none, wcele kcepe him heere, 

Then what is that to him? _ 

Yor. Awayfond woraan,werc he twentie times my fonne.. 
I would appeach him, 

Du. Hadft thou groand for him as I haue done. 

Thou wouldft bee more pittifull. 

But nowe I knowe rhy tninde, thou doeft fuipeft 
That I haue been difloiall to thy bed. 

And that he is a baftard, not thy fonne: 

S weete Y orke, f weete husband, be not of that mind, 

He is as like thee as any man may be, 

Not like to me, or a of my kinne, / 

And yet I loue him. 

Yor. Make way vnrulie woman. Exit. 

Da. After Aumerle: mount thee vpon his horfe, 

Spur, poft. and get before him to the King, 

And beg thy pardon ere he do accufe thee. 

He not be long behind, though I be old, 
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